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apart, gloomily watching us. I accepted a trifling verbal amendment
from Sateki to please him and asked that the day might be fixed for
signing it. The King said that he would send me a reply next day.
During the meeting I happened to look through the open door into
the hall, where there was a looking-glass in which I saw the reflection
of a girl crouching close to the door. Our eyes met in the glass, and
she bolted. This explained how my speeches had been reported to the
public by people who had overheard them.
At this interview the King told me anecdotes about Captain Cook's
visit, apropos of the piece of cloth he had sent me to give to Queen
Victoria. This cloth, cut from a bale of red woollen stuff, had been
given by Cook to the Tamaha (sacred chief) and had been kept in the
family of Tui Haateiho.
When Cook's vessels were sighted approaching Hihifo in 1773, there
was a heated discussion as to whence they came. The King mimicke
the intonation of the old Tongans very funnily :
"I wonder whence they come?" said one.
" Seufc!" said the old chief, Ekinaba. " Why, from the Land of
Riches-H&rom Babalangi."
Thus a nickname, given in chaff, has become the name for a
European. " Ba Ki Langi" (reaching to Heaven), Fatafehi suggested
as the derivation, meaning 'that the masts reached to Heaven.
On this visit, Captain Cook brought a strange yam with him, and
the same chief, Ekinaba, took it in his hands.
" I give you that," said Cook, and from that day the yam was called
the "Kwi" (Give). It is a huge yam which must have thriven better
in the new soil than the old.
Next day, May 2, came a letter from the King. It was a business-
like document saying that they accepted the whole treaty, but that
Section i (which proclaimed the Protectorate) " is difficult for us."
This is the Tongan euphemism for a flat refusal. It was an official
letter, and it seemed to put an end to all negotiations. With it was
a private letter begging me to alter or cut out Section i. It surprised
and upset me until I realised that it was a relief, for it gave me an
excuse for showing them the ungloved hand.
Accordingly, I took Dr. Maclennan into my confidence. He was an
excellent diplomatist and a great favourite of the King. I told him
how the matter stood and asked him to find a medical excuse for